
Mistakes Were Made.

Birthday Surprise

Written By: Alexander Martin



Copyright 2025 Alexander Martin

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter Nine: Birthday Surprise

Sign up for Alexander Martin's Mailing List

Also By Alexander Martin

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Nine: Birthday Surprise

[image: ]


"It's your birthday today what do you have planned?" Leanne asked me over the phone.

"I don't know," I answered. "If I had a choice I would be with a certain person."

"If I had a choice that would already be happening," Leanne responded.

I could tell she was trying to be discreet. Her family was no doubt close. I started to think that this relationship between Leanne and me wasn't going anywhere, and by the time things settled between her and the husband, I would get bored or move on.

Candy even told me to move on from it. She said it wasn't worth hanging on to, but I liked Leanne in a way that made me not want to let it go.

Sure, some would say I could get any woman I wanted if I put my mind and cock to it, but Leanne was different. It wasn't all about the sex.

It had started off that way, and to this day, Leanne was still the only one that could throat my cock from start to finish. There were a few that came close, but they always used their hands or had to take a few breaths in between.

Leanne didn't need any of that; the last time she had a short amount of time to see me, she let me face fuck her, and from the time I put my cock in her mouth to the moment I shot my cum deep down her throat, she didn't need me to stop once. Seeing her throat bulge out as my cock fuck it was still imprinted on my mind.

I had tried that with the others, and after a few strokes, they all had to throw in the white flag.

But that wasn't the only reason. I could talk with Leanne about things that I couldn't mention to the others. We talked for hours about different things and different topics.

"Are you having doubts?" Leanne asked. I heard a door close and realized she might have gone into a bathroom or another room in the house to get some privacy.

"It's crossed my mind," I admitted more to myself than to her.

"I understand," Leanne responded. "I was sure that my youngest would have started planning to leave by now."

I knew it was only a year, and there was still another year to go, but I thought the two of them wouldn't make it this long.

Leanne's husband was hardly home, and Leanne talked to me most of the time. So, I wondered what was holding their marriage together. Leanne had said it was their youngest, but I knew there had to be more.

Leanne took a deep breath. "We've been going to counseling," she blurted out.

"What!" I snapped back at her. "When?"

"Three months now," Leanne replied. "I don't know," she said. "These past months seem different, somehow, I think he has learned that he can't take me for granted, and he likes this new side of me, the independent side."

"And you weren't going to tell me!" I exclaimed as I paced back and forth in my living room.

"You were busy with your career choice and the girls and the new sex videos," Leanne stated. "I started to have doubts myself."

"I told you I would quit it all," I told her.

"I know," Leanne cried. I could hear it in her voice. I should have told you."

"Yes, you should have," I sat back down, and there was silence.

"I guess we should stop this, all of it," Leanne finally said after moments of silence had passed.

"I guess," I sighed, throwing up my hands.

"I am sorry, but I think it's for the better," Leanne told me. "You have a great career, and I can try to piece my family back together."

"I understand, thanks for everything," I hung up.

'Sorry, I truly am,' Leanne texted me.

I didn't reply.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"I warned you!" Candy shook her head at me when I met her at the gym. "Relationships aren't in the cards for people like us."

"What about Rebecca and some of the others?" I asked.

"Unless they are in the business or understand that the sex that we have is just business, no one will understand it," Candy shrugged as she lifted the weights. "Besides, Leanne is not or wouldn't be the woman for you."

"And who is the woman for me?" I asked.

"Pick one," Candy put the weight down and looked at me.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Barring me of course because we are good friends and better coworkers," Candy stared at me. "You have Lillian, which I have to say that the two of you would make a perfect couple, then there is Fiona."

"Yeah right!" I laughed as she mentioned Fiona's name.

"Trust me, you say the word she would be on you like white on rice!" Candy went to another machine and started working out.

It was true that since Fiona got into the online sex worker business, we had seen more of each other, and a lot of my followers liked seeing me with her because of her natural beauty and natural breasts.

"Then there is that neighbor of yours," Candy smirked at me. "I think that would be a huge downgrade for you."

"I agree," I quickly replied.

Charlene had gone from the MILF next door in her videos to doing fan meets. She was meeting with fans and giving them hand jobs and blow jobs. Her fame was skyrocketing, but she was also losing her family.

Her son already didn't want anything to do with her and had threatened to run away to be with his grandparents, and Gregg, who had been on board with his wife being online and being with others, had threatened her with divorce if she didn't stop.

I had completely cut her off after I had seen the caliber of people she had been with. Charlene had no shame in admitting that if anyone could afford it, they could hit it, and I didn't want any part of that. I had seen some of her videos, and some of those guys looked sketchy as hell.

"Then there are the many female fans you have including that producer from the beach rental," Candy was working out hard today, and I knew it was because she had a cheat day yesterday, so she was burning all the calories.

"Yeah, she has been calling and texting me about a repeat without you guys," I admitted with a grin.

"See! Options!" Candy grinned from ear to ear. "Leanne is not one of them. She is a family-first woman, and there is nothing wrong with that, but a woman like her will not understand or want to be with someone like the new you."

"I was going to give it up for her," I looked over at Candy, who stared back at me.

"I know, but you would have been miserable," Candy shrugged. "Face it, you like this lifestyle; it fits you. When you finally do call it quits and meet someone, then you will be truly happy, but until then, enjoy the ride."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I thought about what Candy had said about options, and I had many choices. There were women I talked to online that Candy didn't know about, not just other sex workers or the fan site girls. Some regular women followed me, and I spoke to them on a regular basis.

I looked at my phone and scrolled.

'There is no need to be sorry; it wasn't meant to be. I truly wish you the best, ' I texted Leanne.

'Thanks, I hope the best for you too.' The reply came quickly.

That was that, the Leanne option was now closed for good.

'Hey, what are you doing for your birthday?' Lillian texted me.

'Nothing was going to have a cheat day and get a huge slice of cheesecake,' I replied.

My phone rang; it was Lillian.

Like me, she had closed the door to her relationship with the guy she was seeing.

"I heard about something going on that you might like," Lillian grinned. "A video game party or something like it."

"Sounds like something I would be interested in," I wanted to do anything that would get me out of the house.

"Good, come by my place and we can head over there, see what's going on," Lillian said.

"Okay."

"See you soon."

I started to get cleaned up and shaved when I heard my text go off again.

'Wear something comfortable,' the text from Lillian read.

I looked at it and smiled; she was up to something.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"So where is this so-called video game convention?" I asked Lillian as she was driving.

"Downtown," Lillian grinned and looked over at me.

"You are up to something," I shook my head. I could tell by the look in her eyes she was up to no good.

"Can't a play toy take care of her mister?" Lillian asked as she tried to sound innocent.

Candy started the play-toy talk, which Rebecca continued. Lillian loved being called a play-toy or a doll.

Many of the other male sex workers I had encountered online were mad at me, the new guy on the scene who had, as they had told me numerous times, taken away their opportunities or, as I put it, taken away the women they liked to work with, Lillian being the top one.

Before I came along, Lillian had exclusively been with other men, mainly white guys with big muscles who looked like the next Captain America. Now, she was always working with me, Candy, or Rebecca.

Her girl-on-girl content had gone through the roof, and many guys were saying it was because of me. Even Candy and Rebecca had slowed down on their boy/girl content and mostly gone from pure sex to blow jobs, tit fucks, and hand jobs.

Candy's current project, as she called it, was jerking guys off with her plump ass; with the butt implants, she was able to trap a guy's cock between her cheeks and bounced, twerk, and other things with her large ass, and it always ended with him blowing his load in record time; she even had a competition to see who could last a full five minutes between her ass cheeks, so far no guy had come close.

I volunteered to do it, but it ended up with my cock inside her ass instead of just between.

"We are here!" Lillian chimed as we were at a large open area.

"This doesn't look like a video game convention," I turned to her.

"Maybe it's inside that building," Lillian shrugged.

We walked across the large parking lot when I noticed something. There were many women dressed in skimpy cheerleader outfits.

"Is this a cheer competition?" I asked.

"Of sorts," Lillian hooked her arm in mine. "I know you love cheerleader outfits, and they are holding a slutty cheerleader calendar shoot inside."

Instantly my cock started to throb. I always loved watching cheerleaders in short skirts and tight tops, and if they were holding a competition for the sluttiest cheerleader, I knew there would be plenty of women from online and all around dressed as slutty as they could in tight cheer outfits.

"Here," Lillian pointed to a row of seats, "Sit here and when they ask just hit the appropriate button for who you think is the sluttiest."

I couldn't believe I was going to be one of the judges. This was the best birthday ever!

There were other guys and a few women who were the judges, and we talked for a few minutes about the upcoming calendar. There were hundreds of women coming for the competition, but only twelve would be going into the calendar.

When it started, it was fast and furious. They came out four at a time and danced to specific songs. We had to pick two out of the four to go to the next stage of the competition.

I couldn't tell which was Lillian. I thought it would be easy as Lillian had nearly a zero waist, nice hips, and immense breasts, but almost everyone had that, and most of them were wearing blonde, red, or multi-colored wigs.

It was hard to decide at times as they were all so perfect at dancing, so slutty, and sexually charged.

The next round was better as they came out one at a time to perform tricks, dances, or skills; of course, most of the skills stimulated some sexual activity like deep throating, grinding, twerking, riding, and many other talents.

Immediately, I found out that Lillian was wearing a blonde wig with blue in it. I knew my play toy when she danced to one of my favorite songs. Lillian danced like no other out here, doing the splits and moving her body in such a way that I knew her immediately.

"Wow, she's good!" one of the male judges said as they watched Lillian do the splits on the ground and bounce her ass as she did them. Each bounce fell in line with the bass of the song.

'Looks good,' I thought as I looked at Lillian's bouncing and twerking ass. 'When she does it in person makes me feel like she is going to take my dick off!'

"Yeah," A female shifted her head
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